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Marvels granted by Nature's utensil whereof she flees not in her craft.
Go forth, voluptuaries, into the chambers — naught shall flee from your drunken minds!
Be no fool! bequeath no remit of your vices! Only indulge whereat erect does your shaft;
The chambers shall reverberate your debauchee kinds.

Foresee the cruelest accomplishments man could fathom in achieving within Providence;
Thrice must though eject, irreverently scorn virtue bestowed upon one, and overbrim the quarters with crime whereof it shall reside.
It is wherewith the chambers siege confidence;
Come acquainted with the edicts imposed then reign thou shall as but a bride.

Friend, fear not of the district which compensates your industries;
Oh! birth heed wherewith you fancy.
Spoil yourself twofold unto the irreverence bore against ministries.
The quarters reign as your domain; shame if you shall elide the gifts can see.